Schlegel, would you take your aunt up to your room or to
my room, whichever you think best. Paul, do find Evie,
and tell her lunch for six, but I'm not sure whether we
shall all be downstairs for it.9 And when they had obeyed
her, she turned to her elder son, who still stood in the
throbbing, stinking car, and smiled at him with tenderness,
and without saying a word, turned away from him towards
her flowers.

'Mother/ he called, eare you aware that Paul has been
playing the fool again?'

' It is all right, dear. They have broken off the engage-
ment.'

' Engagement - !'

'They do not love any longer, if you prefer it put that
way,' said Mrs Wilcox, stooping down to smell a rose.

CHAPTER IV
HELEN and her aunt returned to Wickham Place in a state
of collapse, and for a little time Margaret had three invalids
on her hands. Mrs Munt soon recovered. She possessed
to a remarkable degree the power of distorting the past,
and before many days were over she had forgotten the part
played by her own imprudence in the catastrophe. Even
at the crisis she had cried, 'Thank goodness, poor Margaret
is saved this!' which during the journey to London evolved
into, ' It had to be gone through by someone/ which in its
turn ripened into the permanent form of 'The one time I
really did help Emily's girls was over the Wilcox business.'
But Helen was a more serious patient. New ideas had burst
upon her like a thunder clap, and by them and by their
reverberations she had been stunned.
The truth was that she had fallen in love, not with an
individual, but with a family.
Before Paul arrived she hads as it were, been tuned up
into his key. The energy of the Wilcoxes had fascinated her,
had created new images of beauty in her responsive mind,
To be all day with them in the open air, to sleep at night
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